Helen, with her mouth full, cried:
'And that's the man who beat the Austrians, and the
Danes, and the French, and who beat the Germans that
were inside himself. And we're like him.'
'Speak for yourself/ said Tibby. 'Remember that I am
cosmopolitan, please.'
'Helen may be right.5
'Of course she's right,5 said Helen.
Helen might be right, but she did not go up to London.
Margaret did that. An interrupted holiday is the worst of
the minor worries, and one may be pardoned for feeling
morbid when a business letter snatches one away from the
sea and friends. She could not believe that her father had
ever felt the same. Her eyes had been troubling her lately,
so that she could not read in the train, and it bored her to
look at the landscape, which she had seen but yesterday.
At Southampton she 'waved5 to Frieda: Frieda was on her
way down to join them at Swanage, and Mrs Munt had
calculated that their trains would cross. 'But Frieda was
looking the other way, and Margaret travelled on to town
feeling solitary and old-maidish. How like an old maid to
fancy that Mr Wilcox was courting her! She had once
visited a spinster - poor, silly, and unattractive - whose
mania it was that every man who approached her fell in
love. How Margaret's heart had bled for the deluded thing!
How she had lectured, reasoned, and in despair acquiesced!
'I may have been deceived by the curate, my dear, but
the young fellow who brings the midday post really is fond
of me, and has, as a matter of fact -1 It had always seemed
to her that most hideous corner of old age, yet she might be
driven into it herself by the mere pressure of virginity.
Mr Wilcox met her at Waterloo himself. She felt certain
that he was not the same as usual; for one thing, he took
offence at everything she said.
'This is awfully kind of you,5 she began, 'but Fm afraid
it's not going to do. The house has not been built that suits
the Schiegel family.5
'What! Have you come up determined not to deal?'
'Not exactly/
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